
 Fogsteam rises. 
It hides the monsters 
of this deep lake. 
They wait  
to come ashore, 
to whip arms, 
to dance a frenzied 
polka cold, dotting 
the waves with 
snowsweat.  
  
  
  

They hurry to shore, 
as he hurries to car. 
A fast runner wins life, 
warmth, in a race 
against the polar vortex. 

  

The monsters await 
the sight of breath, 
of steam— 
their kindred essence. 
They see only his eyes,  
ovals encased  
in icedropped lashes. 

A solitary figure, 
parka-bundled, 
hand-gloved,  
mouth-scarved, 
head-hatted, 
walks the beach, 
the icehills. 
He visits icicle hangings, 
treads frozen plateaus 
in heavy moonboots.  
He doesn’t know  
the danger. 
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